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A New Drug 


Author's Notes: 

Axl Rose x Izzy Stradlin one-shot-type-thing. 

Once again, I'm stuck in the gym because they messed up my testing schedule, so | got to write this little Izzal 
short. Guns N' Roses is my favorite band, so expect a lot more about them >) 


Love was threatening. 

It was a feeling so delectable in which drove him to the brink of pure obsession 

Love compensated for the narcotics stimulating each nerve in his body, and it had replaced the needle drawn 
into his arm. 

It vehemently granted him the satisfaction he thrived off of. 


Love was Izzy's lifeline. 


He watched, mesmerized and enamored, as the redhead pressed the mug to his lips, nonchalantly swiping 
through the daily mail while mindlessly scanning the headlines of each page. His interest was feeble, as his 
malachite eyes caught notice of Izzy- guitar in hands, gaze fixated on Axl. 


"Stop staring at me," Axl growled, resting the mug down and sliding the papers across the long wooden counter. 
A hand on his hip, and the distinct taste of peppermint mocha on his tongue, he dared to face Izzy. “Seriously, 
Ill spoon your eyeballs out if | have to." 


Izzy grimaced at the aberrant peril, yet not once obliging to Axl's demand. He settled into a grandiose 
contentment, finding ecstasy in just the plain semblance of the singer before him. 


How wrong was it to find serenity in the sight of someone so estranged? 
"Izzy," Axl pressed, vividly annoyed by the unwanted attention, "What the fuck do you want?" 


"Your attention," Izzy replied flatly, resting his guitar down and clasping his hands together. "Why don't you 


care about me anymore?" 


Axl frowned. 


Izzy sighed. 
"When have | ever stopped caring about you?" Axl questioned, losing himself within the sight of Izzy's 
variegated eyes. Specs of brown clustering a cosmos of verdigris were drawing Axl into his curse, granting him 


clear sight of Izzy's inebriated soul. 


They were drunken words. 


They were just drunken words. 
"You know you did," Izzy pressed, his voice tainted with a despair so prominent that it irked Axl. 


"You're out of it," the redhead claimed, hoping with everything within him that Izzy's words were mere ideas 


he thought up too much under the influence of heroin 


Izzy shook his head, a dry laugh escaping his chapped lips. A wave of sorrow began succumbing him, clouding 


him within the despondency he battled with for the longest time. It concealed his heart, chastising him with the 


words, ' 
But he's never desired anything more. 


"What happened to us? Why did you stop caring about me?" Izzy questioned, tears brimming his eyes as he 
stood up. 


‘Izzy, you're shit-headed," Axl declared, and Izzy only shook his head, desperately enforcing the fact that he 


was here- mind and soul. 


"lm not, Axl. You.. You stopped caring." 


Axl's expression was incredulous, but somewhere inside, Izzy's words never felt more bonafide. Did he stop 
caring? Or did he stop giving himself away for nothing? 


"You left me first! What else did you expect?" Axl growled. He could feel anger broiling through his bones, 
pivoting throughout his stomach and increasing the angst he felt just glaring at the other man 


"My feelings for you never changed just because | left!" Izzy hissed, hazel eyes instantly widening once he 
registered his own words. Axl stared back at him, as if he was on his own trance slipping away from reality as 


soon as it came to him. 


"Why did you leave then? If you felt something. why the hell did you leave?" Axl's voice had faltered, and just 


as fast as his aggravation spurned, it dispersed, leaving him with nothing more than a sense of disorientation. 


Izzy captured his bottom lip between his teeth, cheeks contorting as he sucked in a large breath. The words 
were framed against his lips, but he wouldn't dare to admit them. Not without Axl's consent: 


He stared at the redhead, a knowing desperation in his gaze, and impatience dripping off his veneer. Amidst the 
emerald and onyx in his eyes, Axl saw through years of reluctance. He saw the soul of his best friend, 
bewildered and deserted in his own desire to abscond. He saw a man threatened by company, but a man 
petrified by desolation He saw hours and hours of inebriation, and he saw years and years of dejection. 

He saw a man thriving off of a drug so arduous that it marked his own ruination 

Axl saw a man addicted to 

"Say it," he demanded, his voice just above a whisper as he peered at the sable-haired mon. 

"Because | loved you too much," Izzy emitted. 

"Loved?" 

"Love." 


This drug was overbearing. 


"What more could you expect out of me?" Axl cried, his voice laced with betrayal. "You deserted me when you 
were all that mattered to me! How could | forgive you for that?" 


In the blink of an eye, Izzy was at Axl's heels, knees pinned to the ground, and hands clasped tightly. He bowed 
before Axl like a martyr before a cross, worshipping the man as if Axl was all he had left. "lm here now," he 
exhaled, the remorse in his voice as beetling as the tears glossing his kaleidoscopic eyes. "I'm here now. Can't 
this matter now?" 


"How do | forget the past?" Axl sucked in a large breath as Izzy's hands snaked around his waist, the man 


clinging onto his legs as if his life was on the line. 
And perhaps it was. 


"By letting me love you," Izzy answered soulfully, looking up at Axl and furrowing his brows as the redhead's 
cold fingertips danced along his jawline. He leaned into Axl's hand, allowing the man to scrutinize him with 


nostalgia in his forest-green eyes. 


He kneeled down to Izzy and wrapped his arms around the man with a desperation so intense that it knocked 
them both to the brumal wooden floor. As if they were kids in Lafayette once again, they clung onto one 
another, forgetting the abuse endured, and forgetting the troubles faced. All that mattered was that they had 


each other. 


For the first time since the day Izzy left Lafayette, Axl felt the hole dug within his heart filling with the 


euphoria he was starved of. 


And Izzy? 
Izzy had never felt so high. 


